of pfcapmt conceited Cmediei ^ 

Bero. Yeti haueatricke, 

Ofthe oldcjage : beare with me, I am ficke*. 

, lie leaue it by degrees; toft, let vs fee. 

Write Lord hanemercie on vs, on thofe three, . 

They areinfefted, in their hartes it lyes: 

They haue the Plague, and caught it of your ey cs, , 

Thefe Lordesarc v;ficcd,you are not free. 

For the Lords tokens on you do I fee. 

Ogee, No,thcy are free that gauc thefe tokens to vs* 
Berow. Our dates are forfait, feeke not to vndoo ys ? 

Ttpfi. It is not fo, for how can this be true, 

Thatyou (land forfait, being.thofe that fue. 

Bero. Pcacc/or I-willnot haue to doe with you? 

Rofi. Nor (hall not,if Ido as I intends 
Bero. Speakc for your fclues.my wi t is at an ende. 

King ■ Teach vs fweetMadanie,forour rudetranfgreflioB 
Some fairc excufe. 

Quee. Thefaircftis confefllon, 

Were not you here buteuen now,di(guyfdef 
King*,. Madame, I was, 

Ogee. And were you well aduifdef 
King. I wasfaireMadame. 

Ogee. When you then were heere. 

What did you whifper in your Ladies eare? 

King. That more then all the world, I did refpe# hen 
Quee. When (he (hall challenge this, you wil reiefl her» 
King. Vponmine honour no. 

Qgce^ Peace peace, forbeare ♦ your Oth once broke,yoii 
force not to forl weare? 

King. Defpifeme when I breake this oth ofminc. 

Ogee, 1 will, and therefore keepeir. RofiUne 
What did the Rus/ian whifper in your earc. ? 

Rofi. Madame,he fwore that he did hold me deare. 

As precious eyv-fight,and did value me 
Abouc this Worldc t adding thereto more ouer. 

That he would wed me, nr els die my Louer. 

Quee. God giue thee ioy of him : die Noble Lord 
Mod honourable doth vphold his word* 

; -- Kin 
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r called Lottes Labors left. 

f Xing! What mcane you Madame : by my life my troth,' 

I neuer (wore this Lady fuch an oth. 

Xosal, By heatten you did: and to confirmc it plaine, 

You gaue me this : but take it fir agaitte. 

King. My faith and dais, the Princefie I did giue, 

J knew her by this Iewell on her fleeue, 

Ogee. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did (he weare. 

And Lord BeroVene(l thanke him) is my deare. 

What/.will you haue me, or your Pcarle againe? 

* Berow • Neither of either s I remit both -Cwainc* 

I fee the tricke ant : here was a content. 

Knowing aforehand ofourmeriment, n 

To dafottlik a Chriftmas Comedic: . 

Some carry tale,fomepleafc-man,fome Height fames 
Some mumble newes, fome trencher Knight, fome Dick 
That fmyles,hitcheekc in yeercs, and knowes the tttCK 
To make my Lady laugh,when dices difpofd j 
Tolde our intentes before : which oncedilclofd* 

The Ladies did change Fauours; andthen wee 
Folo wing the.fignes, wood but the figne of (hce» 

Now terbur periuricjtoadd more terror. 

We are againe forfworne in will and error* 

Much vpon this tis : and might not you 

Foreftali our (port, to make vs thus vntrue? 

Do not you know my Ladies (bote by’th fquier? 

And laugh vpon the apple of her eie. ? 

And (land betweene her backe fir and the fier. 

Holding a trencher, iefting merrilie. ? 

You put our Page out $ goe,you are aloude. 

Die when you will,a Smocke (halbe your (liroudc. 

Y ou Ieere vpon me, do you ♦ ther’s an eie 
Woundes like a leaden fword. 

Boyet. Full merely hath this braue nuage, this carreere 
bin run. 

Hero. Loe,hc is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 

Enter (Slovene. 

Berr. Welcome pure wit, thou partft a faire (ray* 

Clove. O Lord fir, they vv°uld kno w» 

H4 Whether 



